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Author's note: A turning of the tables. For Allana. 


The moon cast a silvery, pale blue light through my window. It was quiet, perfect silence except for his 
breathing. | sat up against the bed's headboard, my knees pressed up to my chest, my arms holding me tightly 
together. Sleep was a torturing jester to me tonight. It wouldn't grant me the peace | needed so badly..the 


comfort of escape..a hopeful moment where | wasn't thinking of him. 


He grunted a little and shifted to his side. A brush of skin on my hip from his arm sent shivers through me. 
Everything was so effortless to him, so easy. He hadn't even meant to stir my blood, but without any will on 
his part | was falling down that cliff again. Even in his sleep he commanded me. | hated him for it..but | loved 


him even more for it too. 


His eyes squeezed tightly together when his respiration quickened. A slight twitch of his head, a little hitch of 
a whine slipped from his sealed lips. Someone was taunting him in his dreams..like he taunted me. He often had 
nightmares. More than a few times he'd awoken, sweating, panting, clutching me to him. When he'd gather his 
senses he'd sigh and push me away. | wasn't what he'd wanted. | wasn't what he'd hoped for. 


Again he flinched. | noticed his hand was curled into a fist. He hated someone, hated someone like | hated him... 
hated them for controlling him. He'd liked to have thought that no one commanded him, but | knew better. | 
knew who it was, who teased him, humiliated him, made him feel weak, unworthy. It was this person who | 
housed all my anger and hatred for. | couldn't allow myself to feel it for him. It hurts when you need the one 
that hurts you. It's easier to make it someone else's fault and | made it James’. 


"Dave" | whispered when he began to kick. 


| placed my hand on his arm trying to soothe him. He didn't want to be comforted. | knew this when his 


mahogany eyes jutted open and glared at me. He yanked away from me, frowning. 

"Don't touch me," he growled, turning his back to face me. 

"You were having a nightmare." 

"So what else is fucking new?" 

My face winced when he used that tone with me. It was becoming more and more frequent that he did. Why 
did he feel such contempt for me? All I'd ever done was love him, support him. Did it make me weak in his 
eyes? Did it make me any lesser of a man for showing him my feelings? It wasn't my softness he wanted. It 
was the rough and hardened exterior of James that made him bend. | was just a puppet hanging on his silken 
strings, something he manipulated and amused himself with when he needed a distraction 

"Go get me a glass of water, Junior. My throat is parched." 

| sat there for a moment, still shocked by his rudeness. Sometimes the anger did seep out of my stronghold. 
Sometimes | did let the barbs stick in deep. | used it to give me strength. | could be defiant when this 
happened. But it wouldn't last long before I'd give into his childish demands. 

"Go, | said!" 


| stamped my feet down onto the cold hardwood, each thud echoing in the stillness of the house. Walking out of 


the room | heard him. His words scalded me. 
“That's it, Junior. You're such a good little boy." 


| turned in the hall to face him. My body tensed and | restrained the impulse to take hold of him and punch or 


kick | wouldn't allow myself to resort to such brutality. That was his way, and | wouldn't sink to his level, or 


rise To it. This was just another thing that he tore up in me. My spirit..another thing he could damage, leave 


his mark on. 

| saw his shadow lift, his upper torso propped on his elbow. | couldn't make out his face, but | knew him well 
enough to know the expression. His eyes were narrowed and fierce. His lip was hitched in its intimidating snarl. | 
didn't want to be intimidated anymore. | needed to put a stop to it and | needed to do it now before he crushed 
the last bit of me | could call a man. 

"What's your fucking problem? Go get my drink" 


"Dave. Go get your own damn drink." 


| stormed back into the room and sat down on the bed He turned towards me. | could just make out the look 


of surprise on his face before it faded back into its usual hardness. 
‘Oh, you think you're going to be tough now, huh?" 
"No. I'm just not going to let you walk all over me. That's all." 


He scoffed. "Really? Well what would you be if you weren't my trusty little doormat?" He pinched at the skin 
of my hip but | knocked his hand away. "Awww, did | make him mad? Is Junior going to throw a fit?" 


"Fuck you, Dave. You're the only one who throws fits around here." 
"Are you sure? This looks like a fit to me." 
"It does?" | turned to him. "Maybe | should show you a fit. Maybe then you'd see how ridiculous you look” 


‘Oh really? Well, show me this fit Junior. Are you gonna break down and cry? You gonna storm out and go 


back home to your mommy?" 


| hated when he did that, when he brought up my mom. I'd only packed up and gone back home once. That was 
when he brought Newsted over here and paraded him around like a grand prize. | didn't run away. | had to 


leave. | thought I'd kill him or Newsted or them both. | did it to protect him, not to hide. 
"You better watch it, Dave. I'm about to reach my limit." 


"Ooooh nooool" he mocked, pulling the sheets up under his nose. "Look out everyonel! Junior's going to explodelll 


Everyone run for safety!" 


He started to laugh then and that's when | felt the anger bust through. It rolled through my body, breaking 
the dams like a tsunami. | knotted my hand up and smashed it into his face. | heard something pop on impact, 
almost like a small cap gun and that's when | saw him cover his mouth. When he pulled his hand back it was 


smeared with darkness, the moonlight's interpretation of blood. 
"What the fuck? You hit me!" 


| could see the dark spot on his lip and a line as the blood seeped out of it. The line curled under his chin 
before dripping to his chest. 


"lm gonna kick your ass!" 


Before he could get his other arm out from under him, | swung again. This time | caught his cheek. His face 
seemed to go white, even paler in the blue cast of the moon. My heart was pounding. | was scaring myself 
with the pleasure of it, dishing out pain to the one who'd always served it to me. | lashed out again, and again, 


and again. When | could finally make myself stop, | saw him in a ball below me, his arms shielding his face. 
"Goddamnit, Junior! What's gotten into you?" 
He peeked through the criss cross of his arms and flinched when | lifted my hand again. | could see why he 


enjoyed this now, why it gave him such satisfaction | could feel the power I'd taken from him surging through 


my body. When | realized my cock was erect and throbbing | knew there was more | could take from him. He 


had more to steal and | intended to take it. 

| lifted back off him and yanked away the sheets. For the first time in my life | saw fear in his eyes. It made 
me itch with wanting. | pressed his arms up over his head and leaned into him with all my weight. He was a 
good three inches taller than me and weighed a lot more too since he'd stopped speed-balling. | had to use all 
my strength. | didn't want to know what he'd do if he turned the tables on me. 

"Ellefson," he hissed. 

He hadn't called me anything but Junior in the past six years. It almost felt like he wasn't referring to me at 
all. | had to stop myself from looking over my shoulder. Instead | drew my knees between his and spread his 
legs apart. In the movement, my cock knocked against his and | realized he was hard too. Could it be this was 
what he'd been wanting from me all along? He'd wanted me to stand up for myself, to hurt him? 

"So what are you going to do now?" he asked, his voice softened and hoarse. 


| gulped down a dry swallow. "Have my way with you." 


He shut his eyes and pressed his head back into the pillow. | couldn't believe how beautiful he looked. All | 


wanted to do was put my mouth on him. | leaned into kiss him but he turned his face away. 
"Don't." 


Even without having control, he still hurt me. He still had his dagger raised and ready to stab me. His words 


were more painful than any weapon. Anger shot through me again and | became determined to finish this, see 


it to its end 

| took one hand off his wrists to lift his leg up and spread him further. | used my knee to keep it up and bent. 
In this position he was open, vulnerable. When | placed the head of my penis to his entrance his face snapped 
back to me. His eyes were flickering with flames, consuming me. | wanted to die at this moment. | wanted to 
just let myself fall into the flames. Instead, | pushed my cock to him and when | heard him gasp it was the 
sweetest music to my ears. 


"No..no.." he sighed. "Make it wet first." 


| lowered my eyes to our hips. How was | going to do that without taking my other hand off him to get the 
lotion from the bedside table? He'd use that moment to push me off him. I'd come too far to give up. 


| wiggled my tongue in my mouth searching for wetness. | gathered as much saliva as | could and spit it into 
my hand. | did this several times until | had a good amount. He kept his eyes locked on me as | spread it on 
him. Each time my finger slid over the little dip between his cheeks, his eyelids lowered a little more. There 
was a corresponding hiss of his breath. He spread his legs further, letting his knees fall to the side. 

"Oh, Dave, |-" 

"Don't talk. Just do it" 


| cupped my hand to catch more spit and then | slathered my cock with it. | really didn't want to hurt him. | 
knew he was hurting enough inside already. | knew thats why he lashed out at me, to take his mind off it. 


My cock wilted when | put it to him this time. | needed his love, not his resignation | couldn't be like him. | 
wanted to be wanted. | needed it. | couldn't disguise my pain when my eyes looked back up to his. 


"What?" 


| positioned my face over his. The threads of my hair dangled and tickled his cheek. | was searching for it, but 
it wasn't there. 


"Can't do it, can you, Junior? | didn't think so. You're not man enough: 

"Yes, | am," | grunted. "tm more man than you could ever be. 

His eyes slit as his laughter bellowed out. | shook from the movement it sent through his body. 
"Shut up!" | yelled. "Shut up!" 


| pressed my hands down on his wrists. | felt a tensing in them when he struggled a bit. 


I'm not even trying to get away from you. We both know if | wanted to fight back, you'd be on the floor in a 
heartbeat." 


"No" 
He chuckled and smiled at me. "Yes, you would.” 

| shook my head. 

He tensed and pressed me up with his arm strength. | forced him back down Our movements made our cocks 
slide against each other. The sensation was silvery and exquisite. | pulled my hips back again to reproduce the 


effect. 


"What is this? A fucking sword fight?" he mumbled through a curled lip. "You better take what you want, 


Junior, or I'll roll you over and pound your ass to a bloody pulp." 

| felt fear rising up in me. | knew he could. | knew if he really wanted to, he would do it. | pressed my cock to 
him again but it was too soft to get inside him now. | took a deep breath and tried again. My cock only 
softened more and slid down. 


"You're pathetic," he hissed 


| couldn't look him in the eyes. There was too much hatred there. | didn't deserve it. | didn't deserve his 


misplaced anger for James. l'm the one who loved him. I'm the one who cared. 

"You're going to pay," he whispered, lifting a hand to stroke my hair. "I have to hurt you for busting my lip." 

| leaned back on my haunches as he sat up in front of me. He bent forward and drew me closer with his hand 
behind my neck. When we kissed, | could feel the swell of his wound brushing against my bottom lip. | licked at 
it, wanting to soothe it, to heal it. The salty, metal taste of his blood made my cock twitch again. | felt it 
harden. Maybe | could do it this time. Maybe | could get inside him. 

"Lay back," | whispered. "I'm ready now." 

"No." 

He smiled at me, taunting. | didn't know if this was a game or if he really meant no. Would he hit me if | tried? 
What did | have to lose? This was going to end up with me on my stomach, his dick tearing into me either way. 


| pushed him back down. 


"C'mon, little man. Show me what you got." 


He tilted his hips up and began stroking his cock. That looked so beautiful to me. 
"Right here," he said, snaking his other hand to his ass. "Right here, Junior. X marks the spot" 


He took hold of my cock in his hand and yanked it to him. His roughness hurt me. | willed it to remain hard, but 


it softened again. 
"I have to do everything, don't |?" he hissed. 


He placed both hands on my hips and pulled me up. | had to step my knees over his legs to get where he 


wanted me, where | belonged. 

"Let me show you how it's done." 

His fingers crawled to my backside and spread my cheeks. With a look of pure hatred on his face, he stabbed 
into me. | couldn't stop myself from crying out. It hurt too bad. Both of us were dry. | felt my skin tearing 
each time he forced our hips together. Surely it hurt him as well. 

"Eye for an eye, Junior. Tooth for a tooth. You spilt my blood, now I'll spill yours." 

He gritted his teeth and huffed as his hips lifted into me. Sometimes his mouth would fall open and his eyes 
would clench shut. | began to see spots. The pain was more than | could bear. | tried to push off him, my 
hands on his shoulders, but he only clutched me tighter and shoved himself further into me. 


"Why do you even have a dick?" he scoffed. "I bet its not even a dick at all. It's just an overgrown clit" 


He grabbed me again and roughly jerked on me. This hurt too but my cock hardened anyway. Of course my 
cock did what he wanted it to do. It's not like it belonged to me. It was his, just like the rest of me. 


"And I'm fucking a pussy. You're my pussy, you know that? You're my hot, wet, tight, little pussy.” 


Ripples of shame rolled through me as the orgasm came. He'd made me do that against my will too. | hated 


him. | couldn't hold it back anymore. | truly hated him now. 

"Look what you did, messy cunt." 

He raked a hand over his stomach and brought his semen covered fingers to my mouth. 
"Lick it" 

| turned my head away, my nose wrinkled up. 


"Oh well," he sighed. "More for me." 


| looked back at him and he was running his pointed tongue over his finger. | saw the pearlescent liquid go into 


his mouth. The sight made my cock twitch again, a little jolt of electricity trying to bring it back to life. 
"Lay back now and spread your legs, my beautiful whore." 


| tilted towards the foot of the bed while he leaned into me. When he pulled his legs up to get them out from 


under me, his cock slid in deeper. | cried out. 

"Am | hurting you?" he coved. "My dick doesn't feel good to you?" 

He was positioned over me now, our faces only an inch or two apart. His eyes were liquidy, bouncing to look 
into each of mine. He closed them then and rested his forehead on my cheek. | wanted to put my arms around 
him and hold him, but | didn't. Even when | realized he was gently stroking my chest, | still resisted. 


"You could do it now," he breathed. "You could get inside me now." 


My eyes rolled around. | didn't know what he was talking about. My dick was barely hard. Even if it became 


fully erect, there was no guarantee it wouldn't soften once | tried it again. 

"Jesus, Junior. Even a girl can stick her finger in my ass. Don't you want to have me one way or another?" 

He lifted up to look at me. He was scowling. | nodded. 

"Here." 

He brought my hand up and began licking my fingers. A drop of spit hit my chest. Now this was working on my 
cock. This was hardening me like an iron spear. He gave an open mouthed smile as he continued to lick. He could 
feel my hardness on his stomach. 


"Let's see what this does to you.” 


He edged one knee over my hip and brought my hand down. Frantically | felt for his opening and shoved my 


finger into him. 

"Oh yeah, Junior. That's it.” 

| pushed in further without having pulled back. | did want to hurt him. This is how | wanted to do it. 
His jaw dropped open when | forced in another finger. 


‘No, not yet" 


"Yes, now," | hissed. "You'll take what | give you." 


| pushed yet another finger in, twisting them slightly. He pushed the top of his head into the mattress beside 


mine, his breaths heating my shoulder. 
"No," he whined when | put the fourth one in. 


His muscles trembled and resisted. He was stretched to the hilt, but | wanted him torn. | wanted his blood spilt 
again Eye for an eye, tooth for a tooth. He'd hurt me in two places. I'd give him two wounds too. 


| curled my thumb in and pushed my whole fist inside him. That's when he let out a high-pitched squeal and 
slumped over on me. | pulled my hand out and wiped it on the sheets. | wanted to ask him if he was okay, but | 
didn't. 

"Happy now?" he asked, his voice low, broken. 

| lied. "Yes." 

He sat up and looked at the sheets beside us. 

"Blood" 

"I know." | closed my eyes and sucked in a breath. 

"Is that what you wanted? To make me bleed?" 

| didn't want to admit it, but | did anyway. "| wanted to force myself inside you." 

"You did, and it fucking hurts." 

Of course he thought | meant his ass. It wasn't his ass | was talking about. 

He twisted to try and look at his buttocks. He put his hand there and brought it back up. | could see his blood 
on it in the moonlight. He scowled and swooshed his hand over the sheets. An arch of pain was painted there. 
His pain. When he got up to go to the bathroom, | sat up and looked at it. That's when | noticed the shape of it. 
| wondered if he'd meant to do that. | stood up to get a better look. My heart singed with pain when | read it. | 
had to say it out loud, make it real, make it sink in. He would never be mine, no matter what | did. | knew this 


now. My hand shielded my eyes from it. 


It was a J. 


Somehow Dave always wins... 


